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the driver's seat, and three more on a long coffin-like narrow
box mounted directly on the trolley floor. Our provisions
were stacked in the box, a bag thrown over the top for up-
holstery and we were ready for our 23 kilometre journey.
With a Javanese boy in the saddle and myself as camera-
man installed on the front of the box we set out along the
24-inch gauge line, while Mick regaled us with stories of
terrible accidents that had occurred along the line.
When the line was laid it seemed they had 110 curved
rails, and the process of rounding the many hair-pin bends
en route was extremely painful, as we lurched round in a
series of jumps as the wheels met the join in the straight
rails. Mick explained that it was usually at these places that
the accidents occurred. The ' choot-choots sometimes didn't
make the curve and went straight over, to land in the river a
few hundred feet belowr us. While my legs were dangling
down in front of the box, Mick remembered another accident
that occurred to a native, who was sitting like mes when a
truck load of ore swung round a corner, hit the c choot-choot*
head-on, and cut the native's legs off at the knees,
4	 you should have seen him as his legs went flying
down into the creek,' he said enthusiastically. He relieved
my feelings and incidentally Friday's too, by telling us that
the line was out of use at the present time, so we weren't
likely to encounter any traffic. Nevertheless I tucked my
feet up and sat on them, as apparently the system of sig-
nalling wasn't very efficient and there seemed no way of
telling if something wras travelling in the opposite direction.
The grade was uphill, so no record speeds could be attained,
although I was mentally trying to work out how fast the
contraption would travel when we were coming back with
the weight of four men to give it impetus. For most of the
journey the track skirted the Blue River, a wide rushing
stream. With the river on our right, and steep barren-
looking hills on our left, the track wound in and out, skirting
deep gorges on crazy bridges—on which most of the sleepers
had been gouged out by bushfires. The swaying of the bridge
reminded Mick that sometimes sleepers get burnt, the pegs

